On the Moſt 


adadam ELIZABETH F 


. Who Departed this Life onthe 27th. of Fuly ut. 


Hou moſt Inexorable Tyrant Death, 
' Who do'ſt de deprjve all Humane kind of Breath ; 
W 


ole Partial, Dart do's pierce the Hearts of all, [ 


And ne'r regarding who it is does Fall, 

Do'ſt Mow down all Mankind in General : 

The Good and Bad are all a Caſ&to Thee, 

The Wiſe-mans Fate and Fool's alike we ſees; 

For all are ſubje& co thy Tyranny. 

Let Youth and Beauty both of them Combine; 
Nay to theſe two we'll Witang Virtue Joyn, 

And all in their Superlative*Degree, 

Yet ſha'n't the leaſt Remorce obtain from Thee : 
Wicntſgone Fact Thou Perpetrat | of late, 

( Oh! the Viciffityde of Cruel Fate :) 

A-Fa&t Atchiey'd on this our Britiſh Shore, 

"Which if the -Wings of Fame fo far has bore, : 

Ir is Deplor'd its Spacious Turf all o'er : 

Fair Madam Hurne, (in whonrCGoncenter'd were), 
The Graces all,) whereby ſhe did appear, 
The very 
Is Dead, this moſt Divine and Spotleſs Maid ; 

| With Grief, I ſpeak't, in Death's Gold Bed is [aid : 
Bur tho' ſhe's gone, her Name doth ſtill remain 
Pure, Undefl'd, without a Spot or Stain, ; 
And ſhall Eternal Veneration paio. 

But Ok! my Genius faints, when Her I Name; 
Divine polls, fince my Mule is lame, 
Transform my Pen into the Tongue of Fame, 
Her Meritorious Virtues to Proclaim. S 


Star of this our Hemiſphere : 


While yet on Earth, ſhe might be ſaid in Heaven, 
To which her Thoughts Ecernally were given : 
And tho' ſhe locally remained here, 

Her better Part, her Mind was ever there. 


Thar which the Pope and Presbyter oppoſe, 
And in its Boom took her ſoft Repole. 

Her Dear Indulgent Mother wo ſhe Lov'd, 
And could not brook to hear her Diſapprov'd ; 
But co her Loyal Preceptsfix'd her Mind, 

And ne'r to Fa&tious Principles Enclin'd : 
Altho' the Vipers Peſter'd her a while, { 


Asfor her Church, the moſt Diſcreetly choſe, MY 


Pipers far worle than theſe of Fruitful Nile, 
Wore than the Curs'd Dillembling Crocodile : 


All the Rich Bleſſings 


An Happy, Joyful 


OR WEI who by Der R 
The World call Whigs, Wife pers Nan; : 
"Cedar os ag uemnen Ker: 
——_ 2 Rock fixd by the Ocean —_ - 7: 
(Each towring wave does threaten with her P ide;> 
As if it meant her Center to — _ 
Do's Laugh to ſee the ſordid Ocean : 
And than a Spoonful values it-no more : 
Even ſo my Female rays goo nn like ; Ira Rock, 
Did Unconcern'd ſuſtain the mighty 

And Baffl'd both the eptpoh tithe 


Or like St. George who made the 
And with his Sword the hideous 


$o ſhe with Reaſon did Confound == 
beſtow 


1n fine, kind Heaven and Nature 
that are here below, © 
Upon her Sacred Head, and meantthat ſhe, 
Should be the Phenix of our Britany: 
Who Heaven Obſerving ſo-Divinely clear, , 
Judg'd her Unwomhy any Mortal hi | 
Therefore Advanc'd herto an higher Sp here: 
There her Tranſcendent Luſtre to Diſplay, 
And in the upper Rank of Saints Enjoy, c 
and Eternal Day. 


EPIT APH. 


] Ourn Reader, Mourn, for in this Marble Tomb, 
Is Sleeping layn until the day of Doom, © 
ed Aſhes of the Lovely Hume , gy 

Who choſe this Place whilſt wo Lag, for her Une : 
But hold kind Reader, we es Grief, 
And to afford thy Anxioxs ; ads | 
Rs as her Bad ers dy Ro 

er Soul by Angels iv is n High, $ wet 
And Tread, the apyer Reg _ 
Where there is neither > ain, 
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